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interior of the dug-out was completely wrecked. All except
one of the men inside were dead, most of them beyond
recognition. The other man only lived a few hours. The
amazing thing was that none of us had heard anything.
The explanation was simple and reveals one of the tragic
coincidences of war. A solitary shell had found the opening
of that chimney-pipe as it fell. It had slithered down right
into the dug-out, with the result that every single one of
our officers was killed at one blow; only the Lieutenant
on observation duty escaped the holocaust.
What a calamity ! It cast a shadow over the whole line
that night. And in the morning there was grim work to
be done. Some of those who were killed that night had
come out with us from India, and we felt that we had lost
real friends. The bodies were buried that same night and
new officers allocated to us.
One of these new officers came up to me one morning,
tapped me on the shoulder and said simply : " You'll do,'*
"Do what, sir?5'I asked.
" Observation," he replied. Evidently a man of few
words.
I followed him across a stretch of open country, and he
indicated an object on the ground some distance away. It
was a balloon ! This was a new kind of observation for me,
and I could hardly be said to relish the prospect of it. When
we reached the balloon we found two officers of the Royal
Flying Corps who joined us in the basket. In a very little
time we had begun to climb.
Each of us occupied a tiny seat in the four corners of the
basket, 2nd after a time I heard one of the.R.F.C. men
say:
"Four thousand five hundred feet. That'll do. We
mustn't overstrain the line. She'll pull up another hundred
feet before she rests."
I found it a most unpleasant experience, but my discom-
fort was partially forgotten when I looked about me. We
could see for miles, and there was a magnificent view right
over the German lines as wdl as our own, My companion
were already making elaborate notes and marking their